SHIFTY  WILLIAMS'S  COONS
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pat 'Twas Swirty, He of the Crescent A. C.,
When He Opened His Own Bazoo,
Made Monsters Creep In the Neighbor.
Ing Deep—Crowd at Bay Ridge, Too.

Norman Williams, broker, sangster and
member of the Crescent Athletic Club,
is 80 deliberate in his movements that he
is known as Swifty Williams, and one hot
evening not long ago when he and a gin
rickey were together on the veranda of
the Crescent's country house Swifty broke
into words.

“There ought to be enough members of
this club,” Swifty began slowly when there
was a lull in the conversation, “who are
willing to go out on a stage down at the
boat house and make fools of themselves
for two hours to get up a minstrel show.
I'm willing to be gne of them. We don't
want people in this show who can sing

and dance, but we do want folks that can't
sing and danee.

Which was done,

Ships that crept through the Narrows

in the dving day and dawning eve sidled
anvously toward the Bay Ridge shore
last night to get closer to the Crescent's
boat house, which was ablaze with lights
and purgling with song and quip and merry
inst.  Orly discipline kept officers and
crew of the revenue cutter Mohawk, far
across the Narrows off Tompkinsville,
from digging up the anchor and beating it
acroas the Narrows to get closer to the
rivishing melodies and sidesplitting wheezes
that Swifty Williams and Oak Wood and
Doe ¢ J. Mapp and Jay Soprano Jones
and Snide Snyder and Darby McCahill and
Arthur Featherweight Aldridge and exe
Knocko Walker and That's All Wilson and
Orphan Crichton and the rest of the black
face artisis were handing out with the
pereistency of a machine gun,

But when in the course of the first part
Tenor J. J. Page struck the lines of the
heautifiil sentimental ballad, entitled “As
Long as the World Rolls On,” where he
¢inge: “When you hear me sa-a-ay I
ln-n-0-0ve you" (going up and up and up
higher and highor and higher, and the cor-
et getting louder and louder on that “I
lp-0-0-0ve yon,” and the snare drurfMmner
weeping on his splendid instrument with
emotion, and the bass drummer beating
2 croscendo ruffle that stole into your very
soul as it chased Tenor Page right up to
high C)—well, when that part came along
the revenue cutter bunch just couldn’t
stand it any longer, and the skipper reached
over the gide and hauled the anchor onto
the deck, and the Mohawk steamed across
to an anchorage right near the L. U, E
cf the stage.

Far out at sea the liners headed for Eurpoe
hasitated, then as the passengers pleaded
with the captains the liners swung in great
cireles and did come back, their funnels
shooting great showers of sparks into the
tizht,and the bones in their teeth stretch-
ing across the Narrows from shore to shore.

For it was some song.

Orphan Crichton, who was interlocutor
<f the show, and looks like Secretary Taft
in every direction, was entirely surrounded
when the curtain went up. Orphan was
glorious in evening clothes with white
satin lapels that bore two red crescents
cn the satin surface, and the smokes around
n'm nad white satin lapels, also deeorated
with red crescents, but with only one cres-
cent per coat, owing to their being out-
tavked by Orphan. §

Doc Mapp and Oak Wood, the bones,
and Swifty Willilams and Jay Soprano
Jones, the tambos, might have been well
:sunderl plates of strawberry and vanilla
isa cream in their red and white costumes;
and they had oollars with wings that reached
ut to a couple of rows more or less; be-
vond Charley Van Baar's orchestra. All
this time too one couldn’t help but sym-
vathise with Titmouse Stebblns, the Maiden
laue diamond dealer, who was stage manager
and property man,

It was a hot night and Titmouse sure had
some Jabor to attend to all over the works,
back stage and front. Furthermore he was
weighted down with his collection of pi-
nochle medals, whioh were heavy enough
to carry when he won them, but which
now, with the diamonds and other gems
that Titmouse has had his men fasten to
tha medals in layers, made a load that only
amanof Titmouse's physiqueand endurance
could lug around and get away with it,

The instant the last of the delirious har-
monies of the opening chorus had rolled
across the water to Staten Island and before
the echo had got back Tambo Jay Soprano
Jones bit into Ben Burt’s classy lyric, “Much
Obliged to You.” The pathos of the lines
was succeeded by even greater thos
when Doec Mapp, the Brooklyn dentist
who doesn't advertise on the buildings
Letween here and Coney Island, put one
over called “Nobody Loves a Fat Man,”
A doleful minor strain ran all thfough the
song, and it ended with a final wail that
made even the minetrels cry till their tears
washed off some of the burnt cork and left
them black and tan.

It was then that Tenor Page sang the
oaliad that caused the liners to turn back
and the cutter Mohawk to crowd closer,
Bnide SBnyder, with a bass voice that caused
Titmouse Steboins’'s medals to rattle until
the diamonds loosened in their sockets,
sang "Aaleexla in the Deep.” If shere was
a single sou] asleep in the deep any place
within the three mile limit that soul woke
up after the second bar and swam ashore.
Cottagers sitt on their porghes over at
Dyker Heights debated whe' the thunder
storm was drawing nearer or whether the
war game wag on again at the forts out
to seaward. But it was Snide Snyder
Zripping his knees in a crouching tion
as he reached down for the final sob,

Swifty Williams, who would remind one
forcibly of Vice-President Fairbanks if
Mr. Fairbanks were taller and had less
weight, then thrilled the audience with
“A Handsome Brave Life Saver.” Some-
body handed Swifty a life preserver from
one of the bats near by as a bouquet as he
warbled the final.

Golng down the third time,
Don't you hear my cry?

Save me or you'll lose your job,
For 1'll drink the ocean dry.

Oak Wood had a baseball song redolent
of Biblical items wherein Eve stole firat
ind Adam seoond, and Ruth in the fleld won
fame. Goliath was struck out by David too,
it seems, and Abel made a bas# hit on Cain.
Arnd the Prodigal Son made one home run,
and Noah gave out checks for rain. But
Songster Wood's big hit, and it was the son
hit of the show, was a piece of art calleg
‘Say, Wouldn't It Be a Dream.” Ex-
Knocko Walker wrote the song and it teemed
W-;(}i\ local Crescent gags that were appreci-
ated,

Commodore Frankie That's All Wilson
did a skirt dance and was introduced as
Misa Mae Murray. the world's premiére dan-
b e, kind permission of Oscar Hammer-
#tein,  Mae Murray had his motor boat,
the Sumida, anchored right near the stage
door an that he could make a hurried 1’

away if his art didn’t please. Ins he
was encored again and again, Willlams
and Walker (Swifty and Ex-Knocko, not

the professionals) followed the skirt dance
with patter and hot air, and the show closed
with a skit called “The Grill Room.”

“The Grill Room” skit, so the programme
8aid, was given to satisfy the curiosity of
the girl visitors to the club's town house
who long have wished to see what the grill

Beo'.u des

room was hike around midnight,
mentioned
included Charley

she blackfnce] artists a

the grill room performers

Haleigh, Ralph Sears, Barclay Dunham,
G. W, Taylor, Howard Drakeley and P. F.
At Lee, the only lily white Chink in Brook-
I'n. And when the last noto had died away
ths liners resumed their course to Europe
inithe Mohawk reluctantly steamed baok

;'!) Toglpkl:u\{illo]ag:i onryb:g.y else
teamed up to clubhouse vera to get
rickeys a0d Pim cocktails, j 4

l.
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THE WOLCOTT WELOOMES DOGS.
e —— i 3 /
Special Quarters for Them Now With Prima
Donnas Fixings.

Dogs contemplating visiting the Hotel
Woloott, at Thirty-firet atreet and Fifth
avenue, are notified that hereafter they
will recelva extraordinary attention. The
hotel itself advises Trum Buw as follows:

The anguish of being torn from the arms of
his mistress and handed over to the tender
merotes of & hurly porter are to be spared the
Fidos and other canine darlings whose mis-
tresses stay in passing at the Hotel Wolcott,
Instead of being dragged shrieking to the
baggage room, they may be oarried to per-
fectly appointed quarters, containing all the
comforts of home, even down to cushions,
protected basketa and food dishes suited to
luxurious darlings of the rich, Added to
that there is a bathroom, on one side of which
will be several small porcelain tubs, showers
and all, in which doggies can be bathed in
approved fashion after a dusty Journey in
the train. Tiny cakes of tar or scented soap
as desired are provided.

Realizing that there ia a measure of reason
in the anxiety felt about dogs accustomed to
the luxury of boudoirs, George T. Stock-
ham, proprietor of the Wolcott, concelved the
idea of soothing the anguished feelings of all
concerned by arranging a room that should
suit even the most fastidious of humans and
canines,

The beds are wioker baskets of different
sizes, each having the curvad top to protect
Fido from undesirable draughts. In each will
be a down cushion, covered with a fine white
linen case that is changed daily. A stout but
light leather leash is to be fastened to the wall
near each basket that the dog may be secured
if desired. Across one end of the room a
wire rope will be stretched between two rings
on which several pulleys are being arranged.
To the pulley a dog may be fastened and can
egercise himself. The floor space about this
will be thickly covered with disinfected saw-
dust,

Each dog is to have his own feeding dish,
and water I8 kept in sanitary cups, On the
departure of Fido the basket in which he has
slept |8 to be fumigated. KFido's mistresa’'s
ownmaid may give him histub or his ablutions,
and feedirig will be attended to on request by
Elise, the Wolcott's Frenoh maid.

It has been decided that Fido shall be per-
mitted to pay a visit to his mistress in herown
apartment at any time during the day, and he
can receive his friends at home wheneyer they
call,

OBJECT TO ANOTHER FT, GEORGE.

Van Cortlandt Park Nelghhorhood Protests
Against Resort License.

Many owners of property in the Van
Cortlandt Park district appeared yester-
day at o.fmhlio hearing held in the City
Hall by John P, Corrigan, chief of the
Bureau of Licenses, to protest against
the licensing of an amusement resort at
Hp\:ren Duyvil Parkway and Van Cort-
landt Park, The agpllcnnt for the license
was James Thom, who has a similar resort
at Fort George. It was contended by those
who objected that the license would mean
the ruin of the neighborhood for resi-
dential purposes. Police Captain Cottrell
said that when he was in charge of the
precinct in which Fort George he had
to insist that Thom mnpm{l special
;lgolienmen to maintain order in his place.

he hearing was adjourned until Monday
afternoon,

THIRTY VOTES IN ONE FAMILY

And They Will All Go to Tart—Gave Roose-
velt Twentys-six.

MIsHAWAKA, Ind.,, June 24.—The family
of William Potts of this city will, at the
coming election, cast thirty votes for the
Republican nominee for President. There
are nine sons, all Republicans. Added to
these are seventeen nephews, all of the
same political complexion. The brothers of
Potts make up the total of thirty votes.

The Potts family gave McKinley twenwy
votes, Roosevelt got twem.{-slx and now
Taft will land all of the family again. Not
a member of the family has ever voted any
except the Republican ticket,

FATHER KILPATRICK DEAD.
T p— ———

Willlamsborg Pastor Sucoumbs After an
Operation for Appendieitis.

The Rev. Joeeph Klilpatrick, pastor of the
Church of S8S. Peter and Paul in Wythe
avenue, Willlamsburg, and one of the most
widely known and popular Catholio priests
in Brooklyn, died last night in the kastern
Distriot Hospital after undergoing an opera-
tion for appendicitis. He became ill on
Sunday wbhile celebrating masa and it was
only with great difficulty that he was able
to xnlsh the service,

When Father Kilpatrick was t@d that
he would die he was reaigned, and after-
ward relatives and elerical fgends who
called at the hospital to inquire after his
condition took leave of him. Sister Mary
Joseph, a sister of the priest, was pros-

trated.

Father Kilpatriok was 57 years old and
was born in Brooklyn. He studied for the

riesthood at Mount St. Mary’s Seminary,
gmmlmburg, Md. He was ordained theee,
and his first afpolntment was assistant at
the Church of Bt. Mary Star of the Sea
in Brook] He then went to the Church
of the Transfiguration in Williamsburg,
after which he was transferred to Babylon.
He later returned to St. Ambrose's Church,
Brooklyn, where he remained until he
took the pastorate of 88, Peter and Paul.

The funeral will probably be held on
Saturday morning.

Willlam Livingaton Watson, for the last
twenty-eight years one of the leading real
estate brokers in Utloa, died at his home in
that city yesterday of cerebral hem_orrhuse.
Mr, Watson was the only son of Dr, Willlam H.
Watson of this city, formerly a regent of the
State Unlversity and was 52 years old, He
was educat at Exeter Academy iIn New
Hampshire and hia unlversltg course was
taken at Harvard, from which he was gradu-

ated in 1879. On October 12, 1887, Mr, Watson
married M Al C, Parklnson of Jamalca
Plain, Mass., who died on Qctober 4, 1803. On
April 22, 1808, he married Miss Ellen Swan of

Baltimore, who survives him, He is also sur-
vived by one dlu“hter, Allce Watson, and by
his father, Dr. Willlam H. Watson, and by one
slater, Miss Lucy Carlile Watson.

Bir Willlam Whitaway, former Premier of
Newfoundland, died yesterday at St. John's,
Newfoundland. He was born iIn_1828 in

evon land, He was admitted to the

ar in Newfoundiand in 1852 and me Q. C,
in 1862, He was Speaker of the Provincia
Assembly, SBolicitor-General and Premlier, an
Aftorney-General from 1878 to 1885 and 1889
to 1807. He was made Knight Commander of
of 8t. Michael and 8t. George In 1880, and a
Privy Councillor of England In 1807.
twice married. 4 el

Frederick A. Buell, 92 years old, of le~
ville, N. J., died suddenly laat night at the
home of his son, Miles H. Busll of Smith street,
Bellaville, from ol us. He was very active
up to the time of his death, He was born in
Lﬁchﬂold, Conn, His wife died about two
rears ago, at the age of 80, Mr, Buell was
emperate, but he had smoked tobafco lﬁlce
he was 10 years old. He never waas siok a day
in his long life. ides hig son In Belleville,
o‘ur other sons and two daughters survive

m,

Charles Payne Sears, artist, died at Atlantic
Highlands on Tuesday night after an iliness
of over a year. He was a member and officer
of the Monmouth Cavalry Troop_and was &
correﬁpondenf of several New York news-
papegu. He leaves a widow and four youn
;huﬁl ters, Mr, Sears was born in New Yor
n 1804,

Brightest Windows In' Town.

The New York Edison Company is letting
its light so shine from its new building at
12¢ Weat Forty-second street that it is
pretty t|;eurl{:lpuh:ul outt tv.k:o ogo”t:n oll the

ssernby. watt tun, am
s:uok ullyover hoyoomug above both wh‘:
dw and the entrance are oqulpgod with

1™natio reflectors that increase the total
llumination to about 26,000 downward
oandle-power and make the co y's
windows the most brightly illuminatod
spot of its size in town. The illumination
is made the more effective by reason of
the fact that its sources are con

Threatening Son Sent to the Werkhouse,
William Roeeman, who threatened ' to
shoot his father, Abraham Roseman, & dia-

mond merchant of § Maiden Lane, last week,
was sent to the workhouse for three months

Wnblmnlnﬂu oours

He was

!

TOMMY WOULDN'T WEAR ONE
SIDED CLOTHES AND GET WET.

How Little Maria Learned the Nature of
Soap and How the Very Beautiful
Nastartiums Appeased Her Outraged
Fpirii—ield Them Fest in Sieep.

The sojourners at Sea Breeze, the sum-
mer oottage colony of the N. Y. A. 1. C. P,,
were reenforced yesterdayjby a delegation
of 250 mothers and children from Manhattan,
The newoomers, who had assembled at the
rooms of the society in Twenty-second street
and had beon conveyed to their dostina-
tion by way of the East Twenty-third street
forry and a long line of special trolleys,
arrived in time for the noonday dinner and
an afternoon bath. After that there were
lots and lots of things to do. The mothers,
of course, had to tuck the sinall babies away
in the tiny white beds on the upper porch,
but a boy or girl over two years old conld
gatheér a rich and varied vollection of stonea
in a gleaming new red tin pail or build an
imposing fort of shining white sand or
run races with the masses of white foam that
came 80 much higher up on the beach at
some times than they did at others.

Here and there, however, one of thosa
whosa condition had been adjudged sus-
ceptible of improvement scorned the ob-
vious ococupations of the rank and file and
sat apart in socornful contemplation of his
surroundings. Such a one was Tommy
Travers. He olung to bhis mother and
shrieked wildly when a young woman in a
pink and white striped frook and beruffied
apron made a well intentloned but hope-
less attempt to substitute for his knioker-
bockers and blouse’a regulation blue and
white surf costume,

“Shan't steal my pants!” wailed Tommy.
“Don't want nasty old cloes!”"—with a vicious
kick in the direction of the obnoxious mass
of blue in the hands of the young woman,

“But, darling,” she expostulated, “this is
a lovely suit for you to wear when you go
in the ocean. Won't you let me put it on?*

“Don't like osh'n,” ocontinued Tommy,
with increased emotion. “Like lake in the
park. I sail boats on it.”

“But,” explained the young woman gently,
“this isn't a lake. It’s the ocean—the sea,
you know, for great big boats to sail on,
and it's lovely for little boys to play in the
waves. Now do let me put the nice bathing
suit on. I won't let you get hurt.”

“Don't like it,” persisted Tommy.
big, and it ain't got only one side.”

“One slde—why, whatever do you mean,
Tommy?"

“I mean the sky comes down right in the
middle of it and there ain't any side to it
but this one,” eiucidated Tommy, and the
young woman surrendered.

“You'll be sorry,” she murmured, patting
his tousled blaok curls.

“Sure an' it's me he hates to be away
from evem for a minute, though it's four
years old he'll be the 25th of next month,”
explained his mother, hugging him with
her right arm, while she clasped his eighteen-
months-old brother tightly with the left.

The young woman shrugged her shoul-
ders and departed in search of a more ad-
venturesome lad, and Tommy dug his heels
sheepishly into the sand.

As might be supposed, Tommy cried
when at 5 o'clock he and seventy-five other
children were conducted into a room filled
with long, low tables and diminutive wooden
chairs. He wasn't by any means the only
one, however, who regarded the heaped up
plates of bread and butter, and the big
saunocers of apple eauce and the pitchers of
milk and the buna just black with raisins
with evidences of AvoOr.

A concerted and vigorous yell from half a
dozen throata reverherat through the
room, postponing the saying of grace and
bringing a score of anxious faced women
from the mother's dining room with nervous
inquiries as to whether it was.Johnny or
Mamie or Agnes or Harry who was in
trouble.

A precipitous exit on the part of the more
dist among the banqueters followed.
Of course these accompanied their mothers
into the?dinln room set apart for the grown-
ups and the babies and managed to secure
some of the best seats, to the exclusion of
several tired looking women with infants in
their arms. 5

A tiny maiden by the name of Maria Villo-
resi, however, screamed to no avall, for-her
mother didn’t appear with the other mothers
in the doorway, and she didn’t find out that
there was any other dining room except the
one that she didn’t like, Presently, also
something much worse than being plum
down in 5\9 midst of a crowd of horrid chil-
dren, who called her}“ Dago,” happened to her.
Miss Thompeon, whom every one at Sea
Breeze has to obey,came along adl of a sudden,
picked Maria Vll{omi right up in her arms,
carried her, kicking and screaming barder
than ever, upstairs into a room where there
were rows and rows of white beds, and then
handed her over to another woman,

Deliberately and with apparent ease
this other woman disrobed Maria Villoresi
and then almost drowned her in a whole
lot of warm water. That is, Maria Vil-
loresi was perfectly sure that she was
being drowned, but the woman had re-
sarved her for a worse fate. She dragged
her up out of the water and then covered
her wrth a lot of nasty, sticky, awful tasting
stuff. It didn’t f" in her eyes, because
they were too full of tears to admit another
substance, but her mouth got just filled
with it. After this the woman rubbed
her with a scratchy™owel and then buttoned
and tied and pinned her into her clothes
again, dragged a comb through her hair
and then pronounced her ready to go down

stairs.
Maria Villoresi's lungs being in perfectly
ood condition, she was still shrieking as
ﬁﬂu Thompseon led her down stairs and
into the office for further discipline.

“Little girl,” began Miss Thompson
severely, and then she stopped in amaze-
ment. Maria Villorési wasn't crying \any
more. She was smiling adorably and
blinking eestatically through the tears that
were overflowing her eyes and streaming
down her cheeks.

“Molto bella,” said Maria Villoresi.

“What?” said Miss Thompson,

Maria Villoresi stretched forth her hands
Jongingly toward the “mission” table which
adorned the office. “Why, bless my soul!”
exclaimed Miss Thompson, “the child
wants those nasturtiums.”

Maria Villoresi snatched eagerly at the
three blossoms which her hostess held out
to her and at once allowed herself to be led
unresistingly into the hated dining room,
where she meekly consumed two huge
slices of bread and butter and placidly

ured a cupful of milk down the front of

er dingy gingham frock, .

When she slipped Into the third cot from
the big window on the north side of the
girla’ dormitory at ten minutes after 7 the
nasturtiums were squeezed tlihtly in the
little brown fist that hung over the pillow,

Miss Thompson says that after the first
day no one ever cries in the dining room
or refuses to go in bathing or is ever willing
to go back to New York. But really the
strongest proof of how rfectly lovely
it is down at Sea Breese ls the faot that the

t faces of all are found amon&he
little visitors who have been down re
for months and months and who won't go
away until they are able to walk without
the braces and the w ts and the frames
and the plaster casts with which they have
to be bu Just now. o{udren
have a dormitory and a beautiful wide

roh all to themselves and they insist that
&y are much luokier than the other chil-
dren who can only stay down a week.

Not a Relative of Henry Van Dyke.

In the announcement yesterday of the
death of Prof. John M. Van Dyke, frincipal
of the Blairstown, N. J,, high achool, Prof.

“Too

VmDy#owuuldtohonbmthor of Dr,
Henry Van e, the Prinoceton professor
and suthor,

s was mistake, The;
wore not relatives. Y
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'NEED 815,000 A MONTH.
United Hebrew Oharities’ Appeal—Seife
Rospect Fund Started.

A sum of $18,000 a month for the next
four months, it was determined at a meet-
Ing of the United Hebrew Charities di-
rectors yesterday, will be required for the
_adequate rellef of the needy, chiefly those
who never before have called for assistance.
Announcement was made of contriby-

‘tions se ting several thousand ‘dollare
podl; month, 0:.0 man has

who by reason of unem nt are obliged
for b’ﬂnt ﬂmwm q &
¥m‘ orden, pmll::nt of tlub NoK
rust Com [ mm‘ oon !
Ol.m.m::hn Lr four months, taobolol.no's
undor“ the direction of the United Hebrew
oa,

Yesterday's meeting of the directoms of

tha Unltqfv Hebrew "&m-um was ocalled
the conferees who attended last
week'S meeting had addressed them as
follows:

A oondition of serious distress, not equalled
by that oceasioned by the panic of ‘08, now
prevalls among the Jewish poar. The re-
sults of continual lack of employment are
now more painfully manifest than in the
winter, as the savings of many thrifty and
self-respecting . people are gone and thelr
resources completely exhausted. -

Conditions are worse at present than in
the winter. The amount of business of the
small storekeeper, always an Index of con-
ditions in a poor neighborhood, has become
alarmingly low, All of the many rellef or-
ganizations maintained by the people of
the East Side are overrun with applicants
for asaistance., * * *

We would be the last to deny that there
are many hungry children who must have
food, but we desire alao to plead the cause
of the magy more hungry fathers agd moth-
ers who have not been ministered to,
the Jewish people of the city of New York
aocquainted with those conditions they would
respond liberally to all appeals for help.
Certain it Isithat the aid of the United Hebrew
Charities had not been adequate. We make
this assertion not in a spirit of oriticiam of
your organization, which we know has during
the last year frequently appealed to the
Jewish people for contributions, * * *

We, the undersigned, qualified by our
knowledge of conditions and many years of
residence on the East Bide, urgently request
the Jewish people of our city to come to the
asaistance of thelr suffering brothers and
sisters, We ask the United Hebrew Chari-
ties to make an urgent appeal for additional
funds to enable it to meet this unusual con-
dition of poverty adequately.

Dr, P. A, Sigelstein, president Rumanian
Hebrew Association; Harry Fisohel, treasurer
Hebrew Sheltering House; Charles B, Bern-
heimer, ‘assistant head worker University
Settlement; James H. Hamilton, head worker
University Bettlement; Mrs. Meyer Frankel,
1. Michael Brown, president Janitors Asso~
olation of New York; Henry Moskowitz,
Downtown Ethical Society; Henry Fleisch-
man, John L. Bernstein, Hebrew Immigrant
Aid Boociety.

TAFT"S}‘A MPAIGN MANAGER

Will Be Chosen on Saturday at Oyster Bay
—T. Reosevelt, Jr., and Steel Trust,

OYSTER Bay, June 24—On Baturday
President Roosevelt will entertain Sacre-
tary Taft, Secretary Wright and several
other prominent Republicans, who will
discuss with the Presldent the appointment
of the chairman of the Republican national
committee. The appointment will be de-
cided at this conferenoce.

John Collaire O'Laughlin, the recently
appointed searetary of the American com-
mission to the Tokio exposition, visited
Secretary Loeb at the executive office
to-day. He did not go to Sagamere Hill,

Secretary Loeb gave out to-day the
following statement concerning a story
published in a New York newspaper regard-
ing Theodore Roosevelt, Jr.'s, employment
in a mine owned by the Steel Corporation:

“The story as regards its implication is a
oure falsehood, John Greenway, who was
n the President's regiment, has told young
Roosevelt that he will try him on a job
simply as one of the ordinary miners and
axuctf;/.u he tries hundreds of other men
every year and is trying hundreds this

ear,

v “The young man is at this moment off
seeing if there is a chance at another job
where he was told that he might get em-

loyment, having given up going on the
glarﬂower to the t raoe for the pur
of looking up this particular place, which
is in connection with a well known manu-
hcmrln’ concern. He will probably not
decide for two or three months which
particular place he will try. Exoept for
the publication in the newapapars, neither
the dent nor his son knows that the
oonépanv for which Gmenwaf is luFerin-
tendent has anr connection either directly
or indirectly with the Steel Corporation,

“If it haa it will, of courss, make no dif-
ference. Young Roosavelt, if he goes into
it, will be hired as a laborer, and stand or
fall strictly on his own merits. The Preai-
dent does not know whether Mr, Green-
way's company has any connection with the
Steel truat, but he knows Mr. Greenwa
well, and he knows that not all the official
of the Steel trust could persuade him to
put on or keep off a gingle man unless it
met with his ap&rovnl. and this offer was
purely of Mr. Greenway's own volition,
and the President does not believe a human
being connected with the Steel trust knew
anything about it.

“The statement that young Roose-
velt accompanied several officials of the
Bteel Corporation on an inspection of the
works last summer is false. He went out
to visit Mr. Greenway, and it was at that
time that Mr., Greenway offered to take
him on and try him as a laborer, just as any
one else is tried.” \

YACHT WINDWARD SUNK.,

Was Once the Property of Jay Gould
—Seams Openecd In Storm.

PorTLAND, Me,, June 24.—The schooner
yacht Windward, onoe the property of Jay
Gould and now owned by Capt. Greenlaw
of Boston, Is sunk near Isle au Haut and
may be a total loss. The Windward was
bound for eastern Maine, where she was to
be used aas a houseboat,

Last Friday night a severe southwesterly
gale was encountered. The Windward
lahored heavily as the night advanced and
the wind increased. When the yaoht had
been driven to a point about twenty-five
miles southeast by south from Monhegan
the centreboard drop and the strain
caused seams in the bottom of the t to
open to such an extent that the craft rapidly
filled with water. Those of the crew who
could be s from the deck an to
bail the ooner with buckets, as it was
imfoaaible for the pumps to control the
inflow

At dawn the tired men sighted Isle au
Haut, and succeeded in getting the Wind-
ward into shoal water, where she gank.
The crew escaped in a small boat.

BICYCLE TRIP THROUGH EUROPE.

Three Cm;ndll Students Will Sall on a Cattle
p From Philadelphia,

ITaaca, N, Y., June 24.—Two Cornell
athletes, Charles M. French, captain of
the Cornell “track team, and Burton J.
Lamon, captain of last fall's cross-oountry
henlmh.’ wlsl: :.ll on ‘u o“:;li‘ uh‘lp‘gom Phila-

elphia Saturday for a ole through
:,hepConunent. wi}‘l,y goi‘wcgmp.nl‘:ld

George Bogert, one o! mos$ -
mymt m:;lbet‘ of the olass ‘:é lﬂ&m and

ho attained high I peak
l‘x'o:or: and who was uated f'rom lt?n‘o
Cornell Coll d::' b;l:m
Their com! wn, speed
brains will do thopenou:ﬁ‘;
oonduoted plan, tra dm.
' .hdy. um and i
/ hav .murlromn A ‘h:-ulor
Andrew D. Whi very
.Smoﬂoan.;‘m oth:rfrem hi t: the
u B an m
n consuls. The boys to be

Were '

BULL DECLINED TO BE RED.
HEADED CANDIDATE FOR KING.

s N

To What De You Attribute Your Sucoess

antd He Answers With an Kplsede of
Adventure on the Madagsacar Coast.

An earnest minded young man had trans-
mitted to Edeut. Bull McCarthy-a letter
in which he asked, *“To what do you at-

nerves of most philosophers. But Bull,
between entries in the blotter, took it calmly.

“I do not know just what will be most
suitable to say in reply to this young man,”
he said. “The lives of geniuses have been
wrecked by the question he puta so lightly.
Diogenes took to a tub upon hearing it.
Upright and sage men like Cloero and Albert
J. Beveridge have been led to reply In
words that make us wonder if they forgot
to put away childish things.”

There entered three smiling Greeks in
custody. It was intimated they had been
gamblipng. « Bull shook his head.

‘“Dear me,” he sighed. “We are elimi-
nating that by moral suasion. But some
folks will kick against the pricks.” There
was a world of pity and sympathy and
deprecation in the way Bull waggled «his

head.

“1 wish It h?'d.d:i glase ol.i mlthrmllz
B e tootian o experime;
moral suasion in hot weather!
mentioning the humidity to a perspiring fat
m »

an,
*“The battle is already on,” commented
Lieut. 1 an b.o finished ?.he last Grecian

pedigree. “It is a conflict between Taft
and !ho weather. Heretofore the eleme
have buffeted men at their will. But at

last we have a champlon. If Taf is elected
the weather goes down to defeat. It is a

flerce st! . Bee how hot it has been
Hmdy. md Bol is going to melt up William
oward Taft or bust thermometers.
The humidity is doing ita . Bu
Taft fixes his mind on a pleasant thought,
an intellectual eleotric fan. Well might the
poet exclaim:
Keep cool, Three Hundred Welght,
Humanity with all its fears.
Humlidity and countiess beers
Are hanging breathless on thy fate,

'Bz Sam Hill, I do believe you are right,
Bull,” cried Lieut. Paddy Lane in an eostaay
of interest. “But to revert to the original
theme: How are you ,oing to answer that
young man's question?”

“As to what I attribute success in
life to?” queried Bull, rearifig his head
alertly. “Im the first place I can't answer
it, nor could an bod{dobe answer it for
himself. Then it would be highly immod-
est of me to answer it if I could. By doing
so I would imply that 1 have been a suc-
cess in life, whioh, while I firmly believe,
from my own personal state of happiness,
to be very probably exactly—and oh!
all so comcretely and vividly—true, or at

t such a verisimilitude—for
James

heaven's sake y, go ask Hen

and he will tell you all about it. My head
begins to wheel.
ull was so visibly agitated by the in-

trusion of his psychological analyses into
his conversation that Paddy Lane sat for
several minutes in still alarm, Then Bull
spake forth:
" ‘Hownor?evelr& it is I:lrl‘o exoelloi'r;t thlngt l:o
eep out o 08 W travelling on the
ro.s to mpoooeu.' he resumed. “There
isn't any success in politics. Sooner or
later it your heart.

“When we were in M r we en-
countered a savage tribe' called the Saka-
lavers. They adored red hair. It was
exceedingly rare among them and a red
haired gent was King of the tribe, When
I arrived on the gascan scens on the
corvette Lancaster my hair was if any-
thing of a brighter hue than now. Tgo
tribe me to bacome their ruler,
"offering to cook the existing sovereign for
my ocoronation dinner. Thrice this pro-
posal was made to me and 1 did thrice
refuse. Enticing and alluring as the pros-

t was, I felt sure that soon another
ufus would come along and those Saka-
lavers would serve him roast Bull and that
would have broken my heart.” And from
the way Bull pursed his lipe and shook
gis bhsrd Lieut. Paddy Lane could not
oubt it.

The Seageers.
Passengers by the Hamburg-American
liner Deutschland, off to-day for Plymouth,
Cherbourg and Hamburg:

Brig.-Gen. James A, Buchanan, Felipe
Pardo, Peruvian Minister to the United Btates,
nin B‘l“ra. rﬁlo:(l}\!% and Mul.; l“tob Tt L.Pnzerr-

rs, John C. ner, Brig,-Genp.
D' Vroom and Mr, and Mrs, M. H' De \Pouna.
Sailing by the Frenoh liner La Provence
for Havre:
Mrs, Franklin Brewster, Count Gabriel de
Pontac, J. Pierpont Morrn. Mko. . G,
McKupley, Mr, and Mrs. Robert K. Cassatt,
Mr., and Mrs. Gaston Tallet, George von L.
Meyer, Jr., Mr. and Mrs, Clarence S, Day.
Aboard the White Btar liner Arabio,
which sails to-day for Queenstown and
Liverpool:
Prof, and Mrs. Wilder Banoroft, Mr, and Mrs.
Byron % Adams, the Right Rev. SBamuel C
Fjull. i

shop of Minnegota, and Mrs. Edsall;
the Right Rev. Edwin 8. Lines, Bishop of New-
ark, and Mrs, Lines; Mr. and Mrs, Charles L.
Wetherbee, »

Passengers by the North German Llold
steamship Prinz Friedrich Wilhelm, for
Plymouth, Cherbourg and B:
Chauncey M. Depew, Mr. and Mrs. L. A,

remen;

van Praag, Baron and Baroness Frits v
Hiller, J: ge C, B, Howry and the Rev. a
Mrs. Archiba)d Campbell Knowles.

Porter—Mattingly.

WasHINGTON, June 24.—Miss Winifred M.
Mattingly, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Bamuel

L. Mnmngy. and Major D.vl? D. Porter
U. 8. M. C.,"grandson of the late Admiral
Porter, were married T" to-day. oor%-
mony was 'ormed in 8t, John's Chugo
at 5:30. The bridal party includ . Ethel-
bert L. D. Brecken f°' org:e y Miss Gene-
vieve Mumnvy usin o&t " o, mttron
of honor; Col. Littieton W, T. Wallor, U. %
C., best man, and Col. Charles H. Lau
heimer, U. 8. M. C.; Lieut.-Col. Charles M.
McCawley, Col, Frank L. Denn . 8. M. C.:
Cart. Richard 8. Hotl er, U. 8, M, C.; Lieuten-
8% -Comman Q&Cle and' DIVB. A 2 . G
ndor A:ﬂr: .Ul!rovnm B A pt.
Philip 8. Brown, U, 8. M, C., and Clary Ray
ushers. A reception to several hun

guests was held in the home of the bride's
uncle, Willlam ¥. Mattingly.

Morse—Pevey,

Campripen, Mass, June 24.—At 7 o'clock
to-nllhtso ?ﬂ- Elvah Mapy' Pom.c.du:qhm
of Cit feitor G. A. A, Pevey mbridge,
2 gon{nrﬁln V9 ﬁom. son :l‘ &uéudg.

orse o ew York, were y ‘
orth Avenus

eriock E. Marble of the
Baptist Church,

Mr. M who is a Harvard senior, re-
ﬁived his kyloml from the college to-day.
iss Pevey is one of the most popular gir!
{‘n the younger Cambridge .%.ty set an

as a wide ¢irole of friends in ton.

Over a t d invitat wore lulu?d
for a recept which was held immediately
after the ceremony at the home of the bride’s

parents.
Mr. and Mre. Charles W, Morse, narents of
the bridegroom, attended the vodmnc.

Potter—Bradin.
Miss C, Loulse C. Bradin was married at
8 o'clock last evening to Mr. Howard Elle-
worth Potter at.the home of the bride’'s

e Mo, Qo &, Cubindt, 4 Bat

Bnuo{oct f 8t. 's Episcopal C h,
Newar o%:hud. .yoll:wl?lr ap‘rlooo “tlign,
the b ourf Yy wi ntertained at d nnol-l
at the 'T{l'l &hl'.clt“by A Nowel
Guernsey o phia. . Potter
conneoted with t ty m‘lt &muny and
is known in musical eirel n this oity. He
anaged conoert coxuo{ esdames Nordica,
mbrich and Calve.
Hent—Miller,
lill::T ORANOE, N.‘-l..u\:\mo :4.—1(1- rt‘r‘orln;o
il . u
boook ot o of 81 h:ﬂug street,
Gruet Kent. The “H‘y"v.}‘u” T
the g tddy, ¢ r"lr!lqun

Y.

nt was
d a8

LITICS

In Life? an Earnest Inquirer Inquires,

tribute your suocess in life?"—a question
caloulated to impinge sharply upon the

.
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Five mile walk.
ing and Fishing in new 400-acre
Orchestra.

AYY)

850 Bedrooms, 150 Bathrooms, with hot and cold fresh and sea water.
%‘;f Distance Telephone in'every room. Four Otis Plunger

ect drain bsolutely pure water.

Finest Bathing Beach in the world. Golf. Yacht-

RATES: American plan, without bath, $4.00 per
bath, $8.00 per day and upwards. Europeanr plan, without bath,
$2.00 per day; with bath, $3.00 per day and upwards.

For Bookiets and special rates by the week or month, apply teo

JOHN P. DOYLE, Manager
Cape May City, N. J.
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BOOKS AND AUTHORS.

The phrase “The Land of the Living,"
which Maude Radford Warren uses as the
title of her forthcoming novel, is quoted
from the remarks of old Callahan, the
Irish boss, to his idealistic young protégé,
the hero of the book: “Don't try to be a
poet either, They're no good—dead. This
is the land of the living.” There are many
other quotable good things in Mrs, Warren's
new book. “There never was # reformer
yet that wasn't an inverted boss,” says
one man. “They get obsessed by their
ideas; they want things done their little
way; it's the only way. They won't take
new light. There ain't any new light;
they've got it all.” And another says:
“I distrust a man that pata himself on the
back because he's honest. He ought to
take it as a matter of course.”

Mrs. Humphry Ward's home in England
is one of the beautiful old mansion houses
for which England is noted. Years ago in
the days of the early poets Waller lived
on this estate, whioh dates back so far that
it is mentioned in the Domesday Book.
A niche hewn out of a huge old tree is
called the “Poet's Seat.” The' author’s
warkroom, where “Lady Rose’s Daughter,”
“The Marriage of William Ashe”
“Fenwick's Career” were written, is a small
chamber with a beautiful outlook over
rolling country and green meadows. The
name of the house is “Stocks,” which is a
singularly unimportant name for so beauti-
ful an estate, especially in a country where
every farmhouse has a dignified and pio-
turesque title. Even a jerry built cottage in
a row is called a *villa” and an ordinary
oountry house is designated as a “madsion”
ora "hall”

Mr. Frederick Moore, the author of “The
Passing of Morooco,” is living in London,
where he was married recently to a young
Englishwoman, Mr. Moore's home was
formerly in New Orleans, but his duties as
war correspondent have taken him to all
parts of the world.

Mr. Maurice Baring, the author of “The
Gray Stocking,” is the brother of Lord
Revelstoke and a member of a remarkable
family. He is a man of fine linguistic ac-
ocomplishments and was first recognized by
the public when he wrote his book about the
Russo-Japaness war. Mr. Baring's advent
among the playwrighta is a notable event,
and his scheme to give a transcript rather
than a selection of real life as passed in a
oountry house is an interesting departure,

Mrs. Maude Radford Warren, author of
the forthcoming book “The Land of the
Living,” is an Irish woman, 8he has all the
enthusiasm of the genuine Celt for Ireland
and makes repeated visitas to the old country,
where she spent the whole of last summer.
At present Mre. Warren is living in Chicago
in the university distriot and taking her
place as a leader In literary ciroles, notably
in the Little Room Club, of which she is a
member, Mr. and Mras. Warren were both
teaching at the university when they met.
The romanoce of their engagement waa fol-
lowed by a wedding at the Exeoutive Man-
sion in Illinois, both young people being
friends of the Governor.

The Catholio “Who's Who" is now in its
third edition. From it we may learn that
a daughter of Charles Kingsley, a grandson
of Charles Diockens and a great-grand-
daughter of Sir Waiter Scott are all members
of the Roman Catholio Church. Mra. Thurs-
ton, the author of “John Chiloote, M. P.,”
and Lord Alfred Douglas, the editor of the
Academy, are also members of the Church
of Rome. John Oliver Hobbes (Mra.
Craigie) wae a convert to that faith, Mr,

,Marion Crawford, Mr. Max Pemberton,

Mrs. de Ja Pasture and Mrs. {‘.xort.on Castle
are all Romanists.

“The class of visitors” to which the hero
of “The Post Girl" belongs is, in the vernacu-
lar of Yorkshire, “the pleasure seeking
variety, which comes for a month, is charged
unprotesting for lights and fire, never
lends a hand to the washing of its own pots,
and pays town price for country butter,
Our local designation for such guests—
when we get them—is ‘spawers.’” The
spawer who figures in Mr. Edward C. Booth's
new book is a musical genius. His vocation
is the writing of a oconcertd. His avoca-
tion is the wooing of the Post Girl. It
is a fresh bit of romance with a jovial priest
to manipulate it and plenty of good local
oolor and quaint characters to make it
entertaining and unllke any other book
of the season.

Edwin George Pinkham's forthcoming
story, “Fate's & Fiddler,” opens in a second
hand bookshop in Charlestown, Mass., and
continues i3 Swampscott, & suburb chigfly

residents, The title

i) ¥ 4

and !

,of an American Citizen.”
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Life and Fate,” in which the refrain ias
“Fate's a fiddler, life'sa dance.”

Robert Herriok’s “Together,” which will
be published early next month, is the
novel he has written sinco “The Memoirs
Mr. Herrick
makes marriage the beginning of his story
Instead of following the usual custom of
bringing it about at the conclusion. *“To=
gether” is said to be best described as a
novel about married people, for all per-
sons who are married,

Max Pemberton and his gollaborator,
Miss Ford, haye hastened the dramatiza~-
tion of “Sir Richard Escombe” and Mr.
Hackett will bring out the play in 8t. Louis
in August. Something of the reckless
soldier's attraction for Mr. Hackett, whose
grace with the sword even a fictitious hero
cannot rival, became evident when the
story was described as “a romance with
the sparkle of steel in the sunlight.”

Amélie Rives, like Edith Wharton, began
to write when she was a small girl™ Mre.
Wharton was carefully trained for her
work, but Amélie Rivee was more or less:
repressed by her relatives, who despaired
of being able to direct her to anything
else. Finally they tried the scheme of tak-
ing away from her any paper upon which
to write. Carefully smoothing her starched
white frock, the ambitious young author
wrote all that she had to say upon its'
surface, and those who had opposed her
acknowledged their defeat. s

The author of the “best selling book in
America” is not aware of his sucocess, for’
he i8 hunting wild sheep in Alaska, where
book lists of best sellers are unknown. Res
cently he touched at the settlement of Cor-

dova, where E. H. Hegg runs the best and

only book*op and paints his name and
that of his goods on the side of the cabin
in big white letters, The author wrote his
publishers recently: “Mr. Hegg handles
‘The Barrier' in this place and reports a hig
sale. He has disposed of six already—for
oash. That is goingsome, Rex Beacw.®

The new Sherlock Holmes stories now

appearing in the periodicals, as well as \.

the reprinta continually demanded of the
original  collection, call attention to the
development of the deteotive story. Poe,
the master, began it with his “Detective:
August Dupin." Then foliowed Gaborian
with his “Detective Lecoq,” Anna Katharine
Green with her “Detective (rice,” Conan

Doyle's “Sherlock Holmes,"" Hornung's '

“Raffles, the Amateur Crackesman” and M,
Le Blano's “Araéne Lupin,” the name hark-
ing back to the August Dupin of Poe. Of
late the “criminal” novel has had curious
variations, including “The Secret Agent"
of Conrad and the more subtly hypnotic ma-
tives of Richard Harding Davis and Hamlin
Garland, of which “The Witching Hour"
is a dramatio example.

H, G, Wells's forthcoming book is to be
called “The War in the Air.” As this Eng-
lish writer has a faculty of being, like the
sporty parent in “Father and the Boys®
some distance ahead of the band in the
moa—bn, original and startling umda: !

incidents may be expected by way
eutertainment.
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